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New Year 


Author's Notes: 
| was feeling rather depressed and lonely this New Year's Eve so | wrote this, which was done all in one sitting 


which usually yields bad results for me. So uh.. yeah. 


He wasn't sure when the drift had started, that definitive moment when things changed, only that he was 
aware of it now and it seemed almost too late. Some days it hurt worse than others, and some days it all 
seemed ridiculous and imagined, this chasm, and he almost believed that nothing had changed and all was well. 
Almost. Most of the time he wondered what they were doing, why they were dragging it out, fuck, why they 
hadn't ended it a long time ago. Maybe it was easier to pretend than to face reality. There was a sort of 
finality that came with reality, a point of no return. It would really be over for good. Done permanently. With 
pretending at least there was hope, a lingering grip on the past, this unwillingness to let go with the idea that 
things could be that way again. The difference was in hope, for sure. But Alexi was quickly losing hope. The 
hand reaching into the past was flailing desperately, clutching at loose straws. 


Being alone had become the new norm. It seemed like no one wanted to be around him anymore. Tonight was 


worse than usual though because it was New Year's Eve and he'd had some sort of stupid thought that first 


of all, this was a holiday, a special day, so there's no way he'd be left alone (which was evidently a false 
assumption) and secondly, it was the start of a new year. They'd talk They'd turn things around. He'd find out 
what had changed and change it back, it could be like old times. Fuck, it could even be like different new times 


but with a new understanding. They'd fall in love all over again He just wanted to feel loved.. 


But both notions had been dumb because here he was alone again in their empty apartment that was starting 
to seem way too big since it was pretty much just him living in it. He stared in disgust at the bottle of 
champagne and roses. He was disgusted with himself. This was stupid. In a fit of anger he picked up one of the 
two glass flutes and threw it against the opposite wall, smashing it to bits. Anger was an emotion he felt much 
more comfortable with than sadness and it had become his backup plan as of late, taking the things that hurt 
him on the inside and twisting those feelings into rage, shouting, slamming doors. He was only making things 
worse, he knew, but it was the same old routine, familiar and easy to fall back on. Before smashing the bottle 
of champagne too he had to remind himself that he wasn't a twenty year old kid anymore. He couldn't be 
throwing temper tantrums and he'd made a big enough mess already with the glass. Fuck. Fuck everything. 


He was seeing red as he walked over to the pile of broken glass, visibly shaking with anger, though at whom he 
wasn't quite sure. Himself, because buying roses was really cliché and girly and STUPID? Maybe. More likely at 
himself because he just couldn't let go and would probably just continue torturing himself like this until it 
ended on its own. He hated feeling sad because it made him feel weak. Maybe he was mad at himself because 


he WAS weak. It was all true really... 


He picked up a jagged shard, turning it over in his fingers thoughtfully. He had called Janne at 10:00 pm after 
much forced waiting. He'd wanted to call about five hours earlier but he'd made himself wait. He didn't want to 


be that annoying clingy guy. He wanted Janne to call him first. But he broke when the clock hit 10. 


When he'd woken up that morning it was just early enough to catch Janne slipping out the door. No goodbyes 
or "happy new year's eve's. Not really any acknowledgement at all. He'd known that Janne would be leaving for 
the better part of that week so it wasn't exactly a surprise, nor was the lack of any communication between 
them. It was all normal. Janne was going to play football with Henkka and Jaska. 


"I can go too, you know, since itll be a holiday and shit and | -" 


"No, that's okay, | know you don't like sports. You can just stay here, nobody minds. I'll be back before dinner 
probably," Janne had cut him off. 


"Okay, um cool," he had said, trying to smile. It was hard to shake the feeling that they just didn't want him 
there. That Janne didn't want him there. This had nothing to do with his aversion to sports. They'd always 
found things to do together before anyway. They'd go on walks, watch movies, jam together, listen to albums, 
all sorts of shit just because they liked each other's company. 


He remembered their first New Year together, how Janne had cooked him dinner and they'd gotten drunk off 
their asses, just the two of them, and then Janne had pulled him into a big sloppy kiss at midnight, the 
greatest look of happiness on his face - "a whole new year with you Allu. What could be better?" 


It was a lot easier to be disgustingly cheesy and romantic when you were drunk 


This year he'd sat alone all day alternating between feeling horribly depressed and horribly mad at himself for 
feeling horribly depressed. But it would be fine because Janne would come home tonight and he would bring it 
back, the disgusting cheesiness, the feeling of being in love.. of being loved.. Whatever. He'd get Janne to feel 

that way about him again He'd see those brown eyes light up when they looked at him, just like they used to. 


He was sure of it. 

But the hours kept on passing. And no word from Janne. At first Alexi had entertained the idea he was going 
to surprise him. Maybe Janne was picking up a gift or dinner or something. And that's why he was late. But 
then too many hours went by and it stopped being plausible. The hope was slowly draining away. At 10:00 he 
had to call. 

"Hello?" Janne's voice answered on the last ring. Wherever he was it was loud and crowded. 

"Uhh hi. It's Alexi." 

‘Oh hey, something wrong?" Janne asked, sounding confused. 

"No, just.. you know... wondering where you are.." 

"Oh shit what time is it?" 

"10:00" 

"Fuck, l'm at a bar with Henkka and Jas," Janne said. That explained why it was so loud. 

"Oh... really?" 


"Yeah, fuck, I'm not going to be able to make it home anytime soon.” 


‘Oh, well, um.. | just wanted to see.. just uh tell me where you are and I'll drive over there and join you?" Alexi 


said more as a question than a statement, clinging to that last shred of hope. 


"IFs so late, it's kinda far away.. you should just go to bed Alexi. I'll be back before you wake up for sure and 
Ill make you breakfast or something | promise. I'll be there. Shit Alexi, I'm so fucking sorry | completely lost 
track of time... | feel like an asshole." 


"Oh. Alright. That's fine. | guess I'll see you then," he said, digging his nails into his thigh so that his voice 
wouldn't tremble. Janne never used to call him Alexi. There were so many goddamn nicknames he had but he 
never called him Alexi unless they were arguing. And now Jaska was fucking "Jas" and he was "Alexi". And then 


all of a sudden he managed to turn the sadness into anger, blinding white hot rage. Fuck him. Piece of shit. 


They both said bye and hung up. No "I love you's, no "miss you's, just "bye" and done. But it was getting 
harder to stay mad for any length of time when he just wanted to lie around and feel sorry for himself. He 
couldn't stop imagining the three of them - Henkka, Jaska, and Janne - out having fun and laughing while he 
was here. Alone. Janne putting his arm around their shoulders, forehead touching Henkka's while they laughed 
hysterically about a stupid joke, various images of the three of them juxtaposed with his own form sitting 
alone on the kitchen floor drinking the champagne straight from the bottle, raiding the cabinets for all the 


remaining alcohol too because at least it made him feel warm. 


And now here he was fingering the broken piece of glass, impulsively jabbing it into his wrist and making a 
clean cut straight up his arm. Not too deep but deep enough. He didn't want to die. He didn't even do it because 
he was depressed. He did it because he wanted to see if Janne would even notice the next day. Or if he did, if 


he would say anything about it. 


Janne was so overly protective of him in the early days, watching over him like a hawk to make sure he didn't 
hurt himself and no one else hurt him either. It was bad enough that it was mildly annoying and he had to 
constantly remind Janne that he was a grown man who could take care of himself, that he wasn't some fragile 


Toy. 
But that was a while ago. 


He instantly regretted his impulsive decision the minute he saw the blood collect along the cut in beads, 
eventually all meeting up at the edges to form one long seeping line. This was childish and stupid. Janne would 
just be further annoyed with him when he asked about this. If he asked about this. It was a really a long shot 
trying to guess if Janne noticed anything at all about him anymore. 


He threw the glass back on the floor with a noise of disgust and let the blood drip down his arm onto the 
wood, fulfilling his own prophecy by picking up the champagne bottle and taking a large swig of the sweet liquid. 
He wondered vaguely why Janne didn't want him anymore, what had changed between them. He honestly 
couldn't remember the last intimate encounter they'd had, not even necessarily sex, just fooling around, fuck, 


even just making out a little for christs sakes. It seemed to have been so long ago.. 


He stopped in front of the mirror mounted on the wall, studying his reflection Was he not.. attractive 
anymore? He ran his fingers through his dull brown hair, chopped off bluntly at the shoulders and seeming 
unbearably thin. He cringed and pulled on a beanie quickly, proceeding to study his face, tracing the lines with 
his fingers, poking at the bags under his eyes. All of a sudden he felt horribly old and had the humorous 
thought that instead of a beanie he needed a fucking ski mask. Instead he settled for putting his hood up as 
well, which at least slightly masked the increasing sharpness of his cheekbones and waxy complexion. He 
realized his body was nothing to brag about either, not being muscular or well-defined in the least. He was just 


short, skinny and flat. 


Frowning he shook his head, backing away from the mirror. He had no desire to look at himself anymore. But 
no, Janne wouldn't care what he looked like, he was sure of it. Well, at least not enough to create a rift like 


this. It was obviously something to do with his personality. Perhaps he had changed more than he realized. Yes, 
he was definitely a different person from the little blond-haired kid Janne originally fell in love with. Maybe it 
was the cut back in drinking, he thought, ironically taking another large drink of the champagne, noting vaguely 
that he'd almost finished the bottle. He was probably boring now, not nearly as much fun. He was supposed to 
be the fun one, the wild one.. and what if he wasn't anymore? And Janne was bored with him now, would 


rather spend time with Jaska and Henkka having fun than with him. 


He sighed, finishing the bottle alone. The clock said 12:00 am. The new year. More disappointments. More 
avoiding. More... pain. It was difficult to admit that this pained him, that he was the one pining after someone 
who didn't want him anymore. That he was lonely. That he was weak. He hated feeling that way. 


When the clock said 12:02 he picked up the phone. Of course there was no answer. He imagined Janne picking up 
his phone and seeing the name Alexi on the screen and rolling his eyes, slipping the phone back into his pocket 
and telling the slut he was getting ready to fuck that it wasn't important. 


He squeezed his eyes shut. His mind was cruel. He had worried about this, the thought that Janne was missing 
women, that he wasn't enough to satisfy him. But Janne would never cheat on him. That wasn't the kind of guy 
he was at all.. of course not.. but then again, were they even really dating anymore or were they just two 
people living in the same house, coexisting, under the technical terminology of dating but only for convenience 


purposes? Fuck. 


"Happy New Year Janne," he whispered after the beep, leaving the message even if he couldn't hear Janne's 


voice saying it back again 
He went to sleep with a half empty bottle of Jack Daniels on the bedside table. It had been too long. 


He thought about how it was in the beginning, when he told Janne that sleeping in someone's arms kept the 
nightmares away, giving him a good excuse to slip into Jane's bunk every once in a while. Then it kind of 
became more of "I can't sleep at all unless someone's holding me" so that he could sleep in there every night. 
And when they got together Janne had told him he'd never have to sleep alone again. He'd actually gotten 
pretty adept at sleeping alone, gathering enough pillows and blankets around so that it almost felt as if 
someone was in there with him, holding him, just how he liked it. And thats how he experienced the new year. 


He ended it alone and began it the same way. 


When he woke up the clock said ll:04. The bed was empty. Well, he supposed it really wasn't that far fetched 
that Janne spent the night with a barroom slut. Swell. 


He went into the kitchen and almost stepped on the broken glass from last night, forgetting it was there, the 
drips of blood on the wood reminding him of his arm, which was looking pretty decent this morning, still a nice 


clean line. Good. 


He grabbed a cigarette and then thought better of it and grabbed the whole pack, throwing on some clothes 
and his shoes and locking the door behind him. He wondered if Janne would worry about him being gone and 
turned around and went back in so he could grab his phone in case Janne tried to call him or message him. He 
was really hoping he would receive something but every day a big gray cloud of doubt seemed to hang over all 
his wishes so he didn't dare get too hopeful. 


He went out to their bench in the woods. Yes, they had a bench. Janne had built it and he was so damn proud 
of it, the lopsided piece of shit wooden bench that could easily give you a splinter if you let your bare skin 

touch. Alexi had humored him, letting Janne put the thing out in the woods so that they could sit together in 
nature in the little clearing they always talked in. It was the place where they were always completely honest 


and open, the place where they went to really talk to each other. 


He'd smoked through the entire pack and checked his phone approximately one thousand times before Janne 


finally found him. It was 3:00. 

"Hey Alexi," Janne said, surprising Alexi, who had drifted into a daydream out of sheer boredom. He slipped one 
of the roses, which were by now slightly wilted, behind Alexi's ear, the bright red standing out against his pale 
cheek. Janne smiled, more apologetically than happily. 

"Why do you call me Alexi?" 


The smile faltered. 


"Look, I'm really sorry | didn't make it this morning like | said | would. | fell asleep and | feel fucking terrible 
about it honestly. | just -" 


"| don't care, it's fine. Why do you call me Alexi now?" 
"Because... it's.. your.. name?" Janne said slowly, confused. 


"Yeah, but you used to have all these little nicknames for me. You never called me Alexi," he said, emotions 
flickering somewhere between anger, sadness, and guilt. He carefully laid his arm in plain view, the cut facing 
up. 


"Hey, come on, what's wrong?" Janne asked, sitting down on the bench next to Alexi, curling his arm around his 


narrow shoulders. "I said | was sorry.." 
"Yeah, that's what | was wondering. What's wrong Janne?" Alexi asked, looking up sharply. 
"Huh?" 


"What did | do wrong? That you don't love me anymore...” 


Janne's arm, that had been rubbing little circles on Alexis, stilled. He sighed. His arm dropped away. There was 


a moment of silence. 

"I still love you Alexi," he said. But they both knew what he meant. 

"Is it because I'm not pretty anymore? Or because l'm not as much fun as | used to be? Or because l'm a 
guy? Or did | do something..?" He could feel his lower lip quivering and the catch in his voice made him stop. He 
hated this. It felt like groveling. He'd already lost. Time to pack up and go home. Get the fuck out. Reality had 
come knocking. 

"No no no Alexi, of course not. You're fucking beautiful, okay? And | love hanging out with you. It's me Alexi. 
My fault," Janne said, taking one of Alexi's hands in his own, playing with the fingers. He wasn't looking him in 
the face. 

"Really. ‘Its not you its me’. Very original," he laughed humorlessly, but it hurt his chest and he stopped. 


"Come on, don't do this Alexi," Janne said in a pleading voice, obviously still trying to keep one foot in pretend- 


land, as if he couldn't bear to face this right now. 

"You know, | cut my arm last night," Alexi said strangely, shaking the arm of the hand Janne was playing with. 
"Oh shit, how?" Janne said, inspecting the gash. 

"| picked up a piece of broken glass and sliced," he said, emotionless. 

"Fuck, Alexi, why?" 


"Because you used to freak out about the tiniest bruise on my knee. | don't even know how you saw them. But 


you did. | wanted to know if you'd see this," Alexi said, struggling to keep his composure. 
Janne nodded. Somehow this said it all. 

Alexi stood up and started to walk away. 

"A whole new year without you Allu. What could be better?" he muttered. 

"W-waitl" Janne said, standing up as well. 

Alexi turned around, biting his lower lip. 

"Is this... is it over?" Janne asked, quickly wiping away tears before they spilled over. 


Alexi nodded, afraid to try and speak. Seeing Janne cry.. 


He fell into Janne's arms, a quiet stream of tears soaking his shirt. He'd known it was coming, had even planned 
this out, and yet here he was. He had still been hoping somewhere deep inside that it would work out. That it 
wouldn't be final. 

"B-but | love you," he said irrationally, as if this fact should fix everything. "Why can't you... love me?" 

"I do love you Alexi. But things change. People change..." 

Alexi buried his face in Janne 's chest while Janne hugged him tightly. 

"You have to move on | have. Find someone new. We can still be friends...” 

Alexi stepped back and wiped under his eyes. He was sure black makeup was smeared everywhere. The feeling 
in his heart was difficult to describe, but something was gone, some thing he'd been clinging to these past few 


months had disappeared, crumpled, vanished with the passing year. 


He took the wilted rose out from behind his ear and stared at it. This new year was going to suck. 


